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The Laplander lives in a cold dreary coun- 
try. It is the most northern country in Europe, 
bordering on the Arctic ocean. It abounds in 
iron; and copper, lead and zine are not un- 
common. They can raise but little grain, the 
summers are so short and cold. The most com- 
mon animals are hares, some bears, foxes, mar- 
tens and otters. ‘They also haye oxen, cows, 
dogs, sheep and goats. But the most valuable 
animal is the reindeer. It is used asa horse; 
carries burdens, draws the sledge. The sledge 
is made of skin, is light and is drawn with great 
speed by the deer. Some of the wealthy Lap- 
landers own a thousand or more of the deers. 
They love their country and their mode of liv- 
ing. They are happy in their way. They vin 
the hides of the deer, make twine of his sinews, 
make canoes, sledges, tents, and weave cover- 
ings for them. The men and women dress al- 
most alike. They live in tents in the summer, 
and in the winter in huts built of poles, covered 
with birch twigs and earth, having at the top a 
hole for the smoke. They live on fish and the 
flesh of the deer. . 

The people formerly were allidolaters. 'They 
have learnt something about Christianity, but 
mingle their old superstitions with it. Mission- 
aries are laboring among them.—S. S. Treas. 
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. ” SPRING. 
he cold winter has passed, and my youne 
readers are doubtless glad to see thé wpening 
spring. They have been sheltered from the 
storm, warmed with suitable clothing and a gen- 
erous fire, supplied with food, and cherished by 
kind friends through many dreary months. 
Others have been destitute of many, and some 
have shared none of these blessings. Think a 
moment, dear child, who has given thee all? 
Thy Father in heaven has supplied every want 
given thee all things. You have forgotten him, 
but he has not forgotten, nor forsaken you. 
The spring has returned; the lowing of the 
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are heard from many.a farm-yard;_all impatient 
to break forth from their places of confinement. 
fn a short time they will be permitted-to range 
over the hills and valleys, and feed apon the 
green grass. The cattle upon a thousand hills 
are the Lord’s. He feeds them all. 

The husbandman goes forth to plough and 
sow the seed, that he may have corn and wheat. 
All these wait upon God for the rain and sun- 
shine, that they may receive a bountiful harvest. 
The birds are returning to build their nests, 
lay their eggs, and hatch their young. That 
robin, which built a nest and sung so sweetly 
last spring and summer by your house, will pro- 
bably return again. The first you may know 
of its return, may be its clear sweet voice early 
some morning. Bid him welcome. Harm not 
the innocent creature. Tell him you will not 
disturb him or his young, if he builds his nest on 
that large tree in your yard, The leaves have 
not put forth yet, but they will soon appear; the 
sap is on its way to supply every limb and twig ; 
the buds are swelling and will soon open. Many 
boys, who love the sweet sap of the maple, and 
the sugar which is made from it, haye bored into 
the trees, and with their pots and sap troughs 
are drawing it out. This sweet fluid from the 


tree is boiled away till it becomes molasses, then 
it is made into ** Mapre sugar,’’ which you some- 


times buy at the stores. Perhaps you are mak- 
ing some yourselves. I-haye seen the boys and 
girls on a bright spring morning running from 
tree to tree to gather the sap. It is fine amuse- 
meat.—Ib. 
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Writtenfor the Youth’s Companion. 
LITTLE HELEN AND THE SAILOR, 


One afternoon in December, a couple of little 
girls, Helen and Sarah, were standing at the 
window of a handsome house in the upper part 
of the city of New York, and looking out upon 
the street. The sky was dark, the wind blew 


anxious to be at home and by the side of a good 
fire. ‘How full of people the street is,” said 
Helen. 

“Yes,” replied Sarah. ‘It is Saturday night, 
and the street is always full on Saturday night. 
{ believe mechanics and laborers get paid for 
their week’s work on Saturday afternoon, and 
they are hurrying home to make preparations 
for Sunday.” 

‘“* How glad they must be,” said Helen, “to 
have Sunday come, when they can go toeburch, 
and sit still and read, and talk and play with 
their children. How glad we should be to see 
Sunday, if that was the only leisure time papa 
had to be with us. There is a man carrying a 
great ham and a basket of eggs; I dare say he 
will have ham and eggs for breakfast. How 
many of the men have baskets: and bundles in 
their hands; I suppose they are all carrying 
home something good.” . 

** See,” said Sarah, ‘the omnibus has stop- 





cattle and the bleating of the sheep and lambs 


ped at Mr. Jones’s, and Mary. Jones: who has 
been watching at the window, has run to open 


cold, and every body was hurrying along as if 





the door for her father. - Now he takes her up 
in his arms and kisses her, and she does not 
come to the window any more. How fast it 
grows dark, and see, how the snow flakes begin 
to fly. Let’s close the shutters, and come and 
sit by the fire.” 
‘Wait a minute,” said Helen. ‘TIT want to 
see this poor, lame sailor. How wishfully he 
looks at the omnibus, and the pavement is get- 
ting so slippery, and the wind blows so that he 
can hardly stand upon his wooden leg.” 
‘*Poor fellow! I wonder why he does not 
get into an omnibus,” said Sarah, who had left 
the window and taken,a seat by the fire. 
‘¢Perhaps,” said Helen, “he has no money. 
Now the omnibus is gone, and heis sitting down 
upon our steps. - There is another omnibus. 
Now he is getting up, but he does not make a 
sign, and he sits downagain. How disconsolate 
he looks. I wonder if it is money that he 
wants.” 
‘¢ Suppose it is?” 
‘* Why then I would give him my quarter of a 
dollar.” 
“If you do, you cannot buy the China figure 
that the Italian boy promised to bring you on 
Monday ; and perhaps you will not have another 
quarter of a dollar this great while.” 

elon thought a minute ar two, and then she 
raised the window and said, ‘ Poor man, why 
don’t you go home?” 

“The pavement is slippery miss, and I am 
lame,” 
_. “Why don’t you ride in an omnibus?” The 
man did not say any thing, but be shut his hand, 
and then opened it wide, and Helen knew that 
he had no money. She shut the window and 
ran up stairs. She came down again and went 
to the ay door which she opened, and going 
out upon the steps, she dro u 
a _ into his head: ia thoes 2: shad 7 

he sailor started up in surprise and joy. 

Thank you! God bless yeu, ay pretty chill” 
said he, but Helen had run into the house again. 
She watched at the window, and presently, she 
saw the sailor hail an omnibus and get in. She 
looked earnestly at the window as the carriage 
drove away, but she soon lost sight of him. 

About three weeks after this time, Helen wert 
to visit her aunt who lived in the lower part of 
the city. Her mother had charged her to be 
very careful in erossing Broadway, whith she 
was obliged to do in coming from her aunt’s 
house. She was so much amused at her aunt’s 
in playing with her cousin’s large wax doll, and 
in reading a certain little book, that she did not 
set out for home quite so early as she ought to 
have done. She walked very quickly up Broad- 
way, her cheeks glowing with exercise. Man 
a one looked smilingly at her, and she’ herself 
liked to look about, and see what was to be seen. 
The weather had grown cold, and it was rather 
shppery, but slte was a good walker, and she 
had come almost the whole length of Broadway 
without slipping or stumbling. ;When she came 
to the crossing place at Blecker street, she look- 
ed up and down. There were’ horses cémii 
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rapidly at’ a distance, but there’ seémed to be 
plenty of time to get over, so she went forward. 











206 


YOUTHS COMPANION. 





$$$ 


When she had got about half way across, she 
saw a little girl that she knew, bowing to her 
at a window on the opposite. side of the street. 
She nodded too, and just then, her foot slipped 
and she fell upon the stones. She was terribly 
frightened, for the horses she had seen were 
coming at a great rate-and were almost upon 
her, when some one suddenly snatched her up 
in his arms and hobbled off to the side-walk, 
where he set her down very carefully. She was 
overcome with joy, for she had but a moment 
before expected to be killed, as she probably 
would have been but for this timely aid. ‘I 
hope. you are not hurt, miss,” said the person 
who had helped her. 

Helen looked up, and she saw that it was the 
sailor with the wooden leg. She had been so 
much frightened, and she now felt so joyful and 
so grateful that she could hardly speak but she 
begged the sailor to go with her to her father’s 
house, which was but a few doors off. He went, 
and just as they came to the steps, she met her 
father who had that moment alighted from an 
omnibus. She told her father how the sailor 
had helped her, and he insisted upon his coming 
into the house; and all the family came round 
him, and thanked him and blessed him, till the 
poor fellow hardly knew what to do. But it 
did not end in thanks, They made him some 
nice presents, and Helen’s father asked him if 
he would like to be efnployed. He said he 
would, but that his lameness unfitted him for any 
very active employment; that he did not like 
to beg; and that he had found it so difficult to 
support himself that he had suffered great hard- 
ships. 

Helen's father had a large store in Pearl 
street, where he told the sailor to come the next 
morning. He came at the hour appointed, and 
made himself so useful in packing goods, mak- 
ing boxes, and overseeing the loading and un- 
loading of carts, &c. &c, that at the end of a 
month, the. people in the store declared they 
could not get along without lame Ben. So he 


kept his berth for several years. He was well 
paid; and wheuever Helen came to the store 


which she sometimes did, she always saw lame 
Ben with a smiling and important countenance, 
giving directions where this barrel was to. go, or 
that box to be placed; or lending a hand to the 
hoisting-ropes, and singing in sailor fashion, 
**Yo! heave ho!” S.S. A. 
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THE HINDOO GIRL. 


‘* What good does it do to send teachers and 
books to the countries where idols are worship- 
ed? The people will not be persuaded to give 
up their wooden and stone gods, and the chil- 
dren will do as their parents do.” 

This is the way in which many persons speak 
of what Christians are doing, to teach the reli- 
gion of the Bible to all the. world. If any one 
should talk so in your hearing, I will tell you the 
history of a child, which you can tell again, to 
show how the children of pagans can be benefit- 
ed, and be Christians the remainder of their 
lives. 

Not many years ago a school was opened in 
Calcutta, one of the principal cities of Hindoo- 
stan or India, to teach Hindoo children. Among 
the scholars who were there in 1825. was a girl 
named Hooro, about eleven yearsold. Her pa- 
rents were idolaters, and she had been accus- 
tomed all her life to worship idols. But/in this 
school she learned the folly and wickedness of 
trusting to any but the true and living God. 
She wished to become a Christian, although she 
knew if she did so she would be forsaken by her 
relations, and none of her people would have 
any thing to do with her, For she would lose 
her caste, that is, she would be looked. upon no 
longer as a Hindoo, but so disgraced. as not, to 








be noticed, except to be abused and persecuted. 
Her mother tried to persuade her out of her 
desire to be a Christian. She entreated her, 
and she threatened her, but it was all in vain. 
Hooro would not worship idols, and she loved 
the Lord Jesus as her Saviour. Her mother, at 
last, consented that she should go and live near 
the missionaries, where she would be still fur- 
ther instructed in religion ; *‘ for,” as she said, 
“the child has heard much, and seen much; 
who knows, after all, but she may be right ?” 
Her father and mother determined to go with 
her, and they lived together for some. time; 
when the father, having quarreled with some of 
the people, left the place, and took his wife and 
Hooro to a distance from the missionaries and 
school. Hooro was greatly distressed at this, 
especially as her mother, who had begun to at- 
tend Christian worship, now went back to her 
idols, But her own faith was not shaken. She 
resisted the temptations that were offered her to 
become a heathen again, and spoke of Jesus and 
salvation to all, as she had an opportunity. 
‘ She, no doubt, persevered in praying for her 
parents, and they must have seen how much bet- 
ter it is to be a disciple of Christ than of a false 
god. Through this and other means, however, 
both her parents became convinced they were 
wrong; and in 1826 they, with Hooro, went to 
the missionaries, and desired to profess their 
belicf in Christ. They were instructed, exam- 
ined as to their knowledge and sincerity, and 
received into the Christian Church. They 
changed their heathen for Christian names, the 
parents being called Matthew and Rebecca, and 
Hooro taking the name of Mary Ann. The 
mother became very useful in one of the schools 
at Calcutta, and Mary Ann spent two years as 
an assistant teacher in the same school, helping 
to instruct and manage more than two hundred 
heathen girls. At the close of 1829, she left 
Calcutta, on account of her health, but she re- 
solved to speak to all the Hindoo women that 
came to her house on the subject of religion. 


She not only did this, but every evening would 
seat herself near a wall, by which many women 


were in the habit of passing, and talk to all that 
would listen to her, about the blessed Saviour. 
Even when she was recovering from illness, she 
would exert herself to get to her accustomed 
seat, lest any day should pass without directing 
some heathen to Christ. She recovered her 
health, and is now the wife of a Christian mis- 
sionary teacher. Her father is probably dead. 
Her mother still lives at one of the schools, and 
though they reside at different places, they meet 
every month at the same communion table. 
What achange! And such a change may take. 
place in thousands of other families, through the 
blessing of God on the instruction of one child 
in the family. Who, then, will say that it is of 
no use to send teachers to the heathen ! 

[Youth’s Friend. 
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SAD EFFECTS OF DISOBEDIENCE, 


There was a little boy who was very clever 
and active, and had many a good quality, but he 
was often disobedient ; that is, he did not mind 
when he was spoken to, but resisted the author- 
ity of his parents. Now it happened that where 
‘Thomas lived there was a beautiful garden, and 
many a pleasant game did he have there; but 
at the bottom of this garden was a deep pond, 
some steps and a gate led to it, and Thomas’s 
mamma had said, over and over again, ** Be sure 
you do not go near the pond.” {I dare say this 
little boy promised fair; but one day, when he 
was all alone at play, he thought (ah, it was a 
very wicked thought, and Satan ‘put it in him, ) 
that he would go and play withthe water. Per- 
haps he had a boat he wished to sail on it, or a 
stick to splash it about; I do not recollect how 
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that was; but he fvolishly opened the gate and 
walked down the steps. It was a slight frost, 
and the steps were rather slippery, and down he 
fell, stunned himself by striking the back of his 
head upon the top steps, and his legs hung down 
in the cold, cold water. 

This was all he knew about it, and there he 
lay completely senseless, until he was taken up 
and carried into the house. He was then put 
into a warm bed, the doctor sent for, and every 
thing done to restore him, but he remained in- 
sensible for many hours. O how anxiously did 
his tender mother watch over her rebellious boy, 
and how earnestly did she pray to God that he 
might recover! but when he came to himself, it 
was found that his eye-sight was very much in- 
jured by the blow. The doctor was fearful his 
brain was hurt, but after a time he grew better 
yet his head is bad, very bad even now, and hi 
eyes very weak indeed. 

Thus you see, children, the sad effects of dis- 
obedience; for most likely these sad complaints, 
from which he suffers, will follow him to his dy- 
ing bed, as there seems, at present, no help for 
him. O let me caution you, seriously caution 
you, against disobeying the good commands of 
your friends, lest God should punish you in the 
very act of sin. If you did but love your pa- 
rents as you ought to do, how fearful would you 
be of grieving their affectionate hearts in any 
way! Bear this account in mind, for it is atrue 
story, and let Thomas’s fall be warning to you. 

[S. S. Advocate. 


MORALITY. 








THE STICK OF CANDY. 


Two boys who lived in Rhode Island, were 
brothers. One cold day, when the ground was 
frozen, they were out driving a hoop. Both 
boys were following and driving the same hoop. 
This is rather dangerous, as the boys, running 
one behind the other, and both driving the same 
hoop, are liable to run on to each other, and 
fall. As they were driving their hoop down the 
street, running as fast as they could, Gerald, the 
younger, being behind, Thomas hit his foot 
against a stone, and fell headlong upon the fro- 
zen ground—coming down with violence upon 
his bare hands and face. Gerald, being close 
behind, and running fast, could not stop, but 
came down with his whole weight on Thomas. 
This hurt Thomas still worse. He was angry 
at Gerald for falling on him. They both rose. 
Thomas in his wrath, began to scold and storm 
at his brother, and beat him. What did Gerald 
do? Did he cry out, and strike back? He did 
no such thing. He put his hand into his-pocket 
hurriedly, fumbled about, and soon drew out a 
stick of candy, and thrust it into his brother’s 
mouth, as he was scolding and beating him. 
Thomas instantly stopped, and looked confused 
and ashamed. His brother urged him to take 
the candy. He took it and began to ent—sorry 
enough that he had struck his affectionate and 
generous brothet. 

Thus his wrath was disarmed, and his blows 
stayed, by the love and kindness of his gentle- 
hearted brother. 

What boy or girl does not know that a stick 
of candy is a better weapon to fight with, and 
more sure to gain a victory, than a stick of wood, 
or a fist? [A Kiss for a Blow. 


CRUELTY KILLED BY KINDNESS. 


A young woman in Vermont married a poor, 
but worthy man, against her father’s wish. He 
drove them from his house, and closed his door 
ard heart against them. They came down near 
Boston, went to work, and prospered. After 
many years, the father had occasion to come to 
Boston. He concluded to go and see his daugh- 
ter, expecting a cold reception. His daughter 
and her husband received him most kindly and 
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lovingly. After staying with them awhile, he 
went back to Vermont. 

One of his neighbors hearing where he had 
been, asked him how his daughter and her hus- 
band had treated him. 

«‘I never was so treated before in my life,” 
said the weeping and broken hearted father. 
«They have broken my heart—they have kill- 
ed me—I don’t feel as though I could live un- 
der it.” 

‘ «© What did they do to you?” asked the neigh- 
bor. ‘Did they abuse you?” : 

‘© They loved me to death, and killed me with 
kindness,” said he. I can never forgive myself 
for treating so cruelly my own darling daughter, 
who loved me so affectionately. I feel as if I 
should die to think how I grieved the precious 
child when I spurned her from my door. Heav- 
en bless them, and forgive me my cruelty and 
injustice to them.” 

Who does not see in this an infallible cure for 
difficulties between man and man? There is 
not a child nor a man on earth, who would not 
feel and say, that that daughter, though so deep- 
ly wronged and outraged by her angry father, 
did right in treating him as she did. That fa- 
ther was her enemy, but she was not his. He 
hated her, while she loved him.—ZJb. 

THE BED. 

March 19, 1842, I called at the Orphan’s 
Asylum in Philadelphia, to have a talk with the 
children. They were all in the school-room, 
with their teacher. I spent some time talking 
with them. : 

‘‘ Children,” I asked, ‘‘ why is there so little 
quarreling among you in the Asylum? There 
are nearly one hundred children, all in one fam- 
ily, and you are together most of the time. I 
have been with you a great deal, but have sel- 
dom seen any of you get angry and strike. 
Why is it so?” 

‘¢ Because we love each other with a love that 
seeketh not her own,” answered several of the 
children. 

‘‘ How can that kind of love keep you from 
fighting?” 1 asked. : 

‘It makes us give up to each other,” said one. 

‘It makes us willing to suffer, rather than 
make others suffer,” said another. 

‘It will not let us push others down, when 
they push us down,”’ said a third. 

“It makes us give up the best things to oth- 
ers,” said a fourth. 

“It makes us willing others should have the 
biggest piece of bread,” said a fifth. | 

‘*When our friends bring us any thing, it 
makes us give the best part to others,” said a 
sixth. 

Such were the answers which I took down. 

‘** That is the way, children,” said I. ‘If you 
love each other in that way, you cannot fight. 
If any body hurts you, and you love them with 
such a love, they will not hurt you again. Such 
love towards them will make them very careful 
how they injure you.” 

Then the teacher told the following story, to 
show what that love is that seeketh not her own. 

‘There are two brothers in the Asylum,” 
said she—‘‘ James and Joseph—James ten, Jo- 
seph seven years old. James had made distur- 
bance one day last week, and I sent him to 
bed, to lie all day. The bed is our rod of cor- 
rection. At noon, I sent Joseph up with his 
dinner. Joseph came down looking very sor- 
rowful. 

“* Well, Joseph,” said I, ‘* does James eat his 
dinner?” 

** No, ma’am,” said Joseph ; and he burst out 
sobbing and crying. 

‘* What is the matter, Joseph?” I asked. 

* Miss Charlotte,” said he, ‘‘do let brother 
James get up, and go down and play with the 
boys.” 

“I was much moved,” continued the teacher, 





“to see the affectionate and generous earnest- 
ness of Joseph in behalf of his brother. He 
begged me to go up and see hlm. Idid so; and 
when I went into the room, Joseph kept plead- 
ing for James. 

*¢ Would you be willing, Joseph,” said I, **to 
take his place in the bed, and lie there all day?” 

‘Yes, ma’m,” said he, * if you will let James 
get up, and go down and play with the boys.” 

** But I could not let James off, and confine 
his generous brother.” 

“This,” said 1, to the children, when the 
teacher had finished her. story, ‘is love that 
seeketh not her own. It will lead you to suffer 
to benefit others, and will keep you from mak- 
ing others suffer for your benefit. It will lead 
you to die to save those you love, but it will 
never lead you to Kill others to save eer -sedt 
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THE SWALLOW. 


On a pleasant afternoon in June, William and 
Henry, with their little sister, and two other 
playmates, having rambled about the field till 
they were tired, seated themselves upon the 
green grass to rest. While they were engaged 
in their innocent plays, occasionally listening to 
the feathered songsters of the grove, their at- 
tention was attracted by the sportive motions of 
a beautiful little bird, that was flying swiftly 
round and round, in mazy circles, sometimes ap- 
proaching very near them. 

*¢ William, what bird is that?” said Henry, as 
he turned his eyes from the stick he was whit- 
tling to his brother’s face. $1 

‘It is what they call a swallow,” William re- 
plied, raising his hand to direct the attention of 
the other children to it. 

‘* But,” said Henry, ‘it does not fly nor sing 
like the swallows that have built their nest in the 
flue of our parlor chimney.” 

‘* No, those are called chimney swallows. This 
is called the burn swallow, because it builds its 
nest in barns, on the inside or-the roof, or upun 
the rafters and beams. It collects straws from 
the yard, little sticks from the field, and mud 
from the side of the brook, and mixes them to- 
gether, and forms them into a nest or house for 
its family.. When this is done, it flies down into 
the barn-yard, and picks up the feathers that 
have been dropped by the hens or geese, and 
with these it lines its nest, so as to make it dry 
and comfortable. They feed their young with 
flies, and other insects which they catch in the 
air. Mother says, when they dart so swiftly 
along, or whirl round and round in giddy cir- 
cles, they are catching flies for their food. She 
says they are harmless birds, and it is wicked to 
destroy or disturb their nests. One day John 
Wilson climbed up te one of their nests in the 
barn, which contained four or five young ones, 
but the old bird flew so swiftly about his head, 
and cried tweet, tweet, with such a sharp shrill 
voice, that he was glad to get down as quick as 
he could.” 

‘*But why do we never see any swallows in 
the winter?” Henry inquited. 

‘*‘ Because,” said William, “they could not 
endure the cold weather. One book that I have 
read, says, ‘“‘that in many instances they spend 
the winter enveloped in mud, and at the bottom 
of ponds.’ But father says, that in Autumn, 
when the weather begins to be cold, they leave 
the green meadows of New England, and seek 
a warmer residence among the orange groves of 
Italy, or amidst the palms of Africa, or on the 
sunny islands of the ocean. In the Spring they 
return, but they only.stay through the months 
of sunshine and gladness, and then leave us 
again.”’ 

“Well, don’t you remember, William, that 
in our Sabbath School lesson, last Sabbath, we 


‘\judgment of the Lord. 








read something about the swallows observing 
the time of their coming?” 

‘Yes, it was Jer. viii. 7. Yea, the stork in 
the heaven knoweth her appointed times; andthe 
turtle, and the crane, and the swallow observe the 
time of their coming; but my people know not the 
My teacher told his 
class, that those birds possess a faculty, called 
instinct, which teaches them the proper time to 
go and come; and that they obey this direction, 
and when winter approaches, take warning and 
flee away to a warmer climate. 

But wicked people often appear more sense- 
less and stupid than the brutes and_ birds. 
Though taught by their conscience, by the Holy 
Spirit, and by the word of God, they improve 
not their seasons of grace, their ‘accepted 
time ;”” and though warned by the providence 
of God, to flee from the wrath to come, still they 
remain iuseusible of their danger, till the winter 
of death overtakes them, and they perish in their 
sins. 

‘*He told us that we ought to learn, from the 
example of the swallow, to improve the bright 
and sunny season of youth, in laying up a treas- 
ure in heaven, so that when the winter of death 
shall approach, our happy spirits may be pre- 
pared to take their upward flight to that spirit- 
ual world, where 

“ Everlasting spring abides, 
And never withering flowers.”—S. S. T'reas. 








EDITORIAL. 








A SCENE IN GALLILEE, 


In a certain city, which stood on the Western shore 
of Gennesaret, there lived a man, a ruler among the 
Jews, who had one only child, a lovely daughter, twelve 
years of age. O how often had her parents gazed with 
fond delight upon her sweet countenance, lighted up 
with the joyous playfulness of childhood; and now they 
saw her beginning to put away childish things, and to 
assume the appearance of a full blown rose. But, the 
rose began to fade. The sweet flower, which they had 
geared with so much care, till it had opened its lovely 
blossom to the morning sun, was changing its blushing 
red to a sickly white. Night and day, the anxious 
mother watched over her drooping child, hoping that 
every morning would find the bloom of health returning 
to her loved one’s cheek. But alas! Every day added 
to her fears; for her sweet little daughter was rapidly 
losing the sprightliness and buoyancy of her step, and 
her pale cheek was succeeded by a wan and ghastly 
countenance. She grew weaker and weaker. Soon 
she kept her bed. Now her breath grows short. She 
has lost her speech. The family friends are called in. 
Deep and mournful silence reigns throughout the man- 
sion, (which a little while before had been the scene of 
joy and festivity ;) interrupted only by the soft whisper 
of the attendants, and the convulsive gasp and the death 
rattle of the little sufferer. 

But, suddenly, a noise was heard in the streets, the 
sound of footsteps, as of a multitude. There was One 
passing by, who had performed many wonderful cures, 
so that his fame was spread all over the country. A 
few words passed between the father and mother, and the, 
former rose up in haste and went out. The deadly si- 
lence, which had been broken by this conversation re- 
turned; and for a few moments was unbroken. But, 
suddenly a dreadful wail rung through the arches of the 
good man’s house, which was heard in dismal, doleful 
sounds without. The Spirit had fled. 

And now, one came running to meet the anxious fa- 
ther, to tell the sad tale, and to inform him that it was 
of no further use to call a Physician. The King of 
Terrors had his victim. But One greater than he was 
there; and turning, with benignant look, to the bereay- 
ed father, comforted him with these words; “Be not 
afraid, only believe.” The crowd moved on. The 





Great Physician entered the house of mourning, and 
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commanded the wailing to cease. The dead heard his 
voice, and arose and walked. The weeping and wail- 
ing and lamentation were turned into serious, calm, and 
grateful joy. A single breath of balmy, fragrant air, 
had restored. the life and tint to the withered flower, 
which now bloomed with all the beauty and fragrance of 
a new blown rose. . 

Where is the little girl that would withhold her heart 
from One, who should:thus snatch her out of the hands 
of the King of Terrors? But you, dear reader, however 
sprightly and active you may appear, and however the 
bloom of health may glow upon your cheek—you have 
an invisible nature, which is superior to that which is 
seen; and upon that, a terrible disease is preying. It 
is a worm upon the vitals of your soul, You are spirit- 
ually, “atthe point of death,” yea, “even now dead.” 
But the same Great Physician, which raised up.the 
Jewish ruler’s little daughter, now stands ready to heal 
you—yes, to raise you from the dead; for he says, “the 
dead,” (i. e. the dead in sin,) “shall hear the voice of the 
Son of Man, and they that hear shall live.” “Be not 
afraid, only believe.” Mark 5: 22, &c. N. 


——_~———_ 
YOUTH’S COMPANION, 

This paper will complete the Sixteenth Volume. 
Who will pay in advance for Volume Seventeen.. We ask 
this question, because it often happens that the reader is 
disappointed when the paper-stops at the end of the 
year—he then, wants’ the Nos. that he missed, but they 
are all gone. Now, to prevent this disappointment, let 
the advance payment be sent to the Publisher, imme- 
diately, and then the paper will not stop at all. Per- 
haps the Post Master will be kind enough to send the 
dollar, and obtain for you a Receipt, if you ask him. 
This plan is adopted, because many names on our books 
are those of children, and we do not always know wheth- 
er they like the Companion well enough to wish for it 
another year. 

Persons who wish to stop their paper, will please let 
us know the name of the Post Office where the pa per 
has been sent. 

—@~——— 


No Surrer !—If a boy or girl, after working hard all 
day, should be sent to bed without supper, they woujd 


think it unkind usage—if this should be repeated two or 
three nights in succession, it would be still more un- 
kind. Now, there’are some subscribers to the Youth’s 
Companion, who treat their little paper worse than this 
it works for them one, two, and in some cases: three 
years, and yet they neglect to send the promised means 
of keeping it alive—in other words, they do not pay the 
subscription price, We hope every one who-has not 
paid, will attend to this matter immediately—and then 
whe Editor will be encouraged to greater efforts to make 
the Companion interesting and useful. 
—_—_~_— 
(G~ The Companion of March 30 and that of April 
7, were both numbered 47. In consequence of that mis- 
take, this paper is numbered 51, although 52 papers are 
included in the Volume. The dates and uumher of 
pages are correct. 
_ 
“ A Sabbath well spent, 
_ Brings a week of content, 
And health for the toils of to-morrow ; 
But a Sabbath profaned, 
Whatso’er may be gained, 
Is a certain forerunner of sorrow.” 
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A new Volume of the Companion will commence on 
the 12th of May nezt. It is the intention of the Publish- 
er to ENLARGE the sheet, so as to admit a greater 
vatiety of articles in the next Volume. 


The Terms of the Companion are, 
A single copy, $ 1 a year in advance. 
Bix copies for 85 . 
35 copies, 80: cents per copy, « ¢ 
“ 
100 


i 75 do, “ 
O, 


50 do, “ 
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